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vine leaves, being a sight to dream of. The
play itself was full of human interest and fine
poetic passages. It made the Golden Age seem
very near. The main impression was one of
a divine innocence and youthfulness, the
freshness of a world still shining with the dew
of dawn. There was one place where the
chorus of shepherd youths and maidens, who
sing hymns to Bacchus, seemed to strike the
keynote of the whole play. They bid Bacchus
come crowned "with purple clusters," and
they will greet him "with seasonable mirth":

But come not, as to those who love thee not,

Thy panther Moenads with their panther kin

Furiously leaping to the frantic din

Of clashing cymbals, their flush'd faces hot,

Smear'd from limbs torn in the glare

Of blazing torches reeling through the smoke!

Come, worshipt of our folk,

Lord of the mellowing year! Come, for we come

With ankles splash'd with vintage, honouring thee

With must from foaming vats; bless now thy home,

Dear as gray Thebes, or Nysa of sweet air,

Thy own laughing Sicily!

They are a gentle people, living far from
clamor and contest, and as we watch them
moving to and fro, and dancing their shepherd
dances, something of their own innocence
seems to sink into the heart. It is this influ-
ence, this mood, that lifts the play out of the